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Make It Interesting 


Tico sighs and checks his watch for the thousandth time. They're supposed to be doing sound check right now 
- instead, he and Jon are sitting in the audience watching David and Richie arguing about God knows what up on 
the stage. 


It started over some change Richie wanted to make to an intro, then somehow moved to who had a better 
ass, better hair, better taste in clothes. Every now and then Jon chimes in with a comment like "well David's 
clothes are nicer but I'd rather listen to Richie's cd collection" and they'll go off on who has better taste in 
music. 


"Why are you egging them on?" 


"| don't feel like actually doing sound check today. If they argue long enough, we'll have to go backstage so they 


can open the doors." 
"David, don't let him get away with that. He may get more groupies, but who's got the bigger dick?" 


"Don't feel like sound check either?" 


"Just making it more interesting. Fifty bucks says Rich'll whip it out to compare." Jon makes a face, but shakes 
Tico's hand 


Not a full minute later, Tico's fifty dollars richer - no pun intended, 
"For the love of God, Richie, put it away." 

"Get down here piano man, we'll settle this once and for all." 

"Wanna bet on who wins?" 


"Nol" Jon pauses. "But ten bucks on Richie." David gets down from his platform, walks over next to Richie, 


drops his pants, and Tico earns another ten bucks. Barely, but winning's winning. 

"Not fair, it's colder over here." 

"I'm standing right next to you, Tiny." 

"I've been over here longer! The cold had more time to take effect.” 

Tico leans over. "See, Jon? | told you this would make it more interesting.” 

"Think they'll start actually fighting before they put ‘em away?" 

"Oh now that'd be a sight. But no, | think David'll gloat for a minute and they'll argue about something else." 
"Twenty bucks on it - they're gonna fight" 

"Do | win the money if they do anything other than fight, or only if David gloats and they move on?" 
"Yeah, only if they do that one." 

"Deal." 


A roadie walks onto the stage, notices David and Richie with their dicks out, and turns right back around, 
shaking his head. 


"You can't really judge ‘em soft, anyway." 


"If you're about to suggest what | think you're about to suggest you'd best hope the closest guitar isn't a 


really nice one because l'm going to smash it over your head." 


"Well if you're not interested in fairness.” 

"Oh, for the love of God" 

When Richie actually grabs his dick and starts stroking, Jon makes a noise vaguely resembling the sound you 
would expect him to make if he accidentally swallowed a lit cigarette . David's expression is the perfect 
illustration of the phrase "at a loss". 

"David, | think you'd better hurry up if you want a chance at winning." David and Richie both almost break 
their necks, snapping heads around to look at their bandmates in the audience at the sound of Tico's voice. 
Looks like they forgot they were being watched. Jon chokes again. The knowledge that he's being watched 


doesn't slow Richie down at all. The man has no shame. 


David, face flaming red, reaches down and gives himself a few tentative strokes, then closes his eyes and 


appears to get into it more. Jon sounds like he's dying. 
"Twenty on David" He gasps out between laughing, coughing, and trying to breathe. 
"Dammit. Okay." 


Silence, except for Jon's choking laughter and some moans from the competitors onstage. David's definitely 


forgotten he's being watched, or he stopped caring, because he's really getting into it. 
"Another twenty, they forget its a contest and one of them comes." 

"Double or nothing, both of them come." 

"Okay. And if that happens, five bucks they argue about whose puddle is bigger." 
"Nah, they'll turn it into a distance competition" 


The men in the audience sit back and watch for a little while, Jon getting his laughter under control. He's just 


about gotten his breathing back to normal when Tico leans over again. 

"Jon, look at Richie." 

"What? Why? Oh my God he's watching David" Another fit of choking laughter hits him, and he doubles over in 
his seat. David's moaning and thrusting into his hand, his other hand coming up to toy with his balls. Richie's 
keeping a close eye on him, every moan from David eliciting a response from him. 


With a yelp, David starts to come, causing Richie to groan and his own cock to spurt. Another forty for Tico. 


They don't start to argue again. David looks dazed for a minute, then he apparently remembers where he is 


because he blushes, yanks his jeans back up and hurries backstage. Richie grins at his audience and follows 


David, hitching his pants up on the way. 


"Huh, not every day | leave sound check two hundred bucks richer." Tico says as he and Jon get up and start 
backstage. 


‘Its only one hundred. Don't try and weasel me out of any extra money, Torres." 
Tico shakes his head. "No, Richie owes me a hundred." 


"For what?" Tico doesn't answer, just holds his finger up to his lips and pushes the door to the dressing room 


open a crack. Two sets of moans filter out into the quiet hallway, and Jon blushes when realization dawns. 


"That" 


